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Mornings Are For Pancakes 


Author's Notes: 
What\'s going on here? You be the judge..Early 80s Misfits fic. 


I's two in the morning and Doyle wants pancakes. Sure, the night is dead and emptied, but the word "morning" 
is part of this time of day and mornings mean pancakes. Glenn and Doyle leave Jerry passed out on Glenn's 
kitchen table among the beer cans and sweat rings and uneasy haze of testosterone that lurks in there no 
matter who's around. Doyle gets to drive tonight. 


He's just gotten his license and wishes Glenn wouldn't stand so close behind him as he shamefully attaches the 
orange strips that indicate he's a driver under twenty-one to the truck's license plate. Glenn can drive 
whatever piece of shit car he's able to get his hands on and it doesn't matter because he can go wherever, 


whenever. 


They get into the truck without talking. Doyle flips on the radio and Van Halen's on. Runnin’ with the Devil, 
that's a good song for driving to at night. He's pleased and then a little nervous. Glenn hates Van Halen. But it's 
his truck. He's driving. 


Glenn starts drumming a pattern on the dash that's faster than Van Halen and has absolutely nothing to do 
with Van Halen. The truck's full of angry sound now. 


"C'mon, Glenn," Doyle says softly. "Shut up over there." 


"You want me to shut up?" The inside of the truck is murky and dark but Doyle can easily imagine that 
scornful look that he so often catches settling into Glenn's eyes. "How about | shut up the day you get it into 
your head just how much | fuckin’ hate David Lee Roth?" 


"He's not so bad," Doyle says, looking into the rearview mirror before he changes lanes like they taught him in 
driver's ed. Glenn's face is reflected in the mirror but he's looking away from Doyle, staring at the used car 
dealerships lining Route 46 like he doesn't drive by them himself at least once a day. For a second Doyle thinks 
Glenn's actually listened to him; he's stopped drumming after all 


"Get all the way over to the right." 


Doyle turns to check his blind spot and part of the bottom of his eye catches a flesh-colored motion. Glenn, 
steadily tapping out that same pattern on his leg. 


At the diner the saggy-eyed middle-aged waitress leads them to a table near to the wall. One bench seat, one 
chair. She flirts with Glenn and looks at Doyle like someone that tall might suck up all the oxygen in that 
brown-paneled room, but once they've sat down she decides he's all right and asks to touch his mohawk As 
this happens, Glenn pushes around some sugar packets on the table. Its possible he's making car noises under 


his breath. 

"All right, Ill just leave the menu with you boys, and-" 

Doyle knows Glenn's jittery. His legs won't stop moving. Doyle knows this energy, but no one else does. No one 
else has ever needed to know it or see it. Glenn leans back against the padded red bench and challenges the 
waitress with his blank stare. 


"We'll have pancakes and bacon" 


The waitress looks at him quizzically, the menus in her hand half-on, half-off the sticky scratched veneer of 


the tabletop. "Don't you want-" 


"He'll have pancakes, regular. And gimme a side order of bacon" Glenn shoots her one of those smiles that's so 


toothy it makes Doyle feel dizzy for some reason. He nods. "Actually, I'll have extra bacon" Smile. 


"Sure, sweetie," the waitress says, but it's one of the most uncertain "sweetie"s Doyle has ever heard. She 


walks back to the kitchen and Doyle wonders what she'll be saying about them on the other side of the doors. 


In diners at night either the food comes out in minutes cause the cook's shift is almost over and he wants to 
go home, or it takes a half hour because the waitress is watching canned news on the quiet TV at the 
shadowy back end of the restaurant. Tonight's one of those quick nights. Doyle's stomach is growling. Glenn's 
boots tap against the floor. They don't say anything but that's all right, they're each quiet in their own way. 


Silences are the best part of Doyle's evenings. 


The waitress bangs their food down on the table too loudly. She brings white plates with faded red designs on 
the rim, standard diner plates. There's a stack of pancakes, floppy greasy bacon, a tin of syrup. 


"IIl just leave this here with you boys," the waitress tries, starting to put the check down on the table. 


Glenn stretches out his hand. "Give it to me." With his other hand he pushes back the long fringe of hair that 


at other times makes up his devilock. "I'll take it." 


Glenn leans back in the seat again and grabs a piece of bacon. He shoves it all into his mouth vertically, not 
stopping to trim off the white parts the way everyone's mothers tell them to do. Bacon fat brushes against 
the worn edges of his sleeves. Doyle's seen this happen so many times before. Glenn eats two more. Grease 


pools at the corner of his mouth, shining brighter than headlights. 

Doyle looks down at the plate before him. At least five warm slightly brown pancakes spill over the edge of 
the dish. The pitcher of syrup is beaded with dried sticky drops from other people's need for pancakes. So 
many other people have touched this handle that he's about to touch. He's very, very hungry. 

Glenn grins. Everything is so bright. 


‘C'mon, Doyle," he says. "Eat up." 


